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Backstage 


Author's Notes: 

[Lowkey based off an interview where Tommy was asked if he had ever had sex in costume/makeup, and he 
said yes] 

Oh my god! Its another Black ‘N Blue fic that popped into my head while writing my other fic. (which will be 
done soon!) 


| just love BNB so much. 


A figure burst through the backstage door, much to the roadies' surprise. The few people left backstage 
scurried out of the way. 


The person, now identified as Tommy Thayer, still done up in his Spaceman makeup and costume, was hustling 
through the back and down the hallway at an alarming rate. The other members of the band were taking their 
time on the way back to the dressing rooms. 


Most of the people had cleared out of the hallways by now, since the show was over. They'd be helping take 


down set. But there was only one person Tommy was searching for, and he happened to be leaning against the 


wall. 


One boot-clad foot propped against the painted brick, blonde curls toppling over his shoulders, held in by a red 


bandana, cigarette pinned between his lips. Stormy blue eyes concentrated on the phone in his hand. 

Tommy paused for a moment, simply admiring the beauty of the man stood before him. The way his torn 
black jeans fit snugly on his body, how the v-neck sleeveless hung loose in all the right places. It almost made 
him forget the ache in his pants. 

The man didn't bother glancing up from the brightly-lit screen 

"How was your jog, babe?" 


"Jaime. Look at me." 


There was only a chuckle in reply from the blonde, who slipped his phone into his back pocket. Tommy scowled 
under the makeup. 


"l'm surprised you made it without falling in your pumps. Must got a real reason for your hustle, hm, love?" 


Darkened eyes matched with a murderous smirk shifted up to the Spaceman, who was standing about seven 


feet tall with his heels: towering over Jaime. The blonde didn't give in, though. 

"You promised that-" 

"I didn't promise anything, Tommy" Jaime smirked. The guitarist narrowed his eyes. 
"You had me thinking about what you said during the entire set." 


Jaime found himself pinned against the wall by Tommy, one leg between his own. It was moving dangerously 


close to his crotch, but Jaime was determined to win this game until Tommy was wrapped around his finger. 
"Well, that's your little problem, isn't it? Or should | say. big problem?" 
Tommy rolled his eyes, shifting so his knee rubbed against Jaime's now-growing bulge. 


"Ah, ah! Not here, damnit-" Jaime hissed, squirming, but Tommy held him in place. The blonde rolled his eyes 
as Tommy pressed his body against his own, slowly losing his will to play hard-to-get against lust. 


"Dressing room?" The quitarist murmured, burying his nose in Jaime's curls. 
9 g ying 


"Are you at least gonna take all that shit off your face?" 


Tommy snickered, pressing an open-mouthed kiss to Jaime's neck, sucking softly for a moment before breaking 


off with a soft ‘pop’. 


"Nope." 


